See how your orange and your lemon garnished
by your sweet touch, token of love, are prest
against my lips and cherished in my breast-
where with my flame their metal had been tarnished,
had it not been by all my tears revarnished,
and cooled with my complaint to them addrest,
that of my miseries you make a jest,
mocking the room your grace with pain has furnished*
Yet are these symbols wherein love pretends
that, like Hippomenes with golden fruit,
Til trip my Atalanta at the goal*
But love is false'as always, since he lends
the wings of Mercury to dress your foot,
while clamping to the earth my leaden sole,